The Tragedy^fHmlet 

Sleeping within my Orchard, my cuftorae alwayes 
In the after noone, vpon my ftcure houre 
Thy vncle came, with iuyee of Hebona 
In a viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powre theleaprous difti!ment,whofe efFqft 
Hold fuch an enmitic with blood of man. 

That fwift as quiclcefilner, it pofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And turnes the thinne and wholcfome blood 
Like eager dropings into milke. . 

And all my fmoothe body, barked, and tetteid ouer. 
Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crowncjof Queene,of life, of dignitic 
At once depriued, no reckoning made of> 
Butfeotvnto my grauc. 

With all my accompts and finnes vpon my head!, 

0 horrible, moft horriblel 
Ham. OGodi 

ghojl If thou haft nature in thee, bcare it not, 

But howlbeuer, let not thy heart 
Conlpire againft thy mother aught, 

Leaue her to heauen, 

And to the burthen thather confciencebeares, 

1 muft be gone, the Glo-worme fiiewes the Martin v 

To be neere, and gin’s to pale his vneffeftuall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 

Ham. O all you hofte of heauen! O earth,whatcirc? 
And lhall I couple hell; remember thee? 

Yes thou poore Ghoftj from the tables 

Of my memorie, ile wipe away all fawes of Bookes, 

All triuiall fond conceites 

That euet youth,or elfe obleruance noted. 

And thy remembrance, all alone fliall fit. 
y cs, yes, by heauen, a damnd pernitious villaine, 
Murdcrons, bawdy, finiling damned villanc, 

(My tables) meet it is I fet it downc. 




That 


That one may fmilc, and fmile, and be a villaynej 
At Icaft I am furc, it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So vncle, there you are, there you arc. 

How to the wordsi it is aduc adue : remember me, 

Soc t’is enough I haue fwotne. 

Hor. My lord, my lord. Enter. Horatte, 

C^ar. Lord Hamlet. and AEarceSttf. 

Bor. Ill,lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Mar. Ill,1o,lo,fo, ho,(b,comc boy, come. 

Her. Heauens fccurc him. 

Mar. How i’ft ray noble lord? 

Hor. What news my lord? 

Ham. O wonderfiill, w'ondcrful. 

Hor. Good my lord tel it. 

Ham. NonotI,you’l reuealeit. 

Hor. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then? would hart of man 
Oncethinkeit? but you’l bcfecret. 

"Both. Iby heauen, my lord. 

Ham. There’s neucr a villaine dwelling in d^d Denmarke^ 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need no Ghoftcomefrom the graue to tell 

you this. 

Ham. Right, you are in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance at all. 

Wee ftiakc hands and paitjyou as your bufines 
And defiers fhall Icade you : for looke you, 

Euery man hath bufines, and defircs, (uch 
As it is, and for my ownc poore parte, ile go pray. 

Hor. Thcfo are but wild an d whcrling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am fory they offend you;hartcly,y es faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Tatrike but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too, touching this vifion, 

It is anhoneft ghoft, that letmec tell you, 
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